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A/N: I'm posting this to see if the internet blows up. While I'm aware that there's a lot of anti-fantic 
sentiment on other social media.. if you can't tell the difference between fanfiction and reality, PLEASE 
immediately hit Back. Any flames or BS comments will be deleted. 


Sins I've committed: incest, twincest, mentions of sex, idolization of Jake's ass, fluff. 


"Can | use your ass for a pillow?" Josh wheedled. "Pleeeeease?" When they'd all traveled in one van, or slept in 
one bed - not so long ago - this hadn't been unusual. The boys all piled together like puppies and slept as each 
other's pillows and blankets. Over the years, Josh had kept his affinity to Jake's backside as one of his dirty 


little secrets. Now that they got their own bunks on the bus and separate hotel rooms, he missed it. They 
were home now, where they still shared a bedroom. Not for much longer, though. Josh was buying a house 
and Jake was planning on building one of those grown-up treehouses. 

"Mmmm, alright." Jake pretended to stroke his nonexistent beard. "But it's tit for tat, bro.” 

"You are NOT sleeping on my crotch." 


"You let Sam..." 


"Sam didn't mean to, he was leaning against my shoulder and just sorta slid down. Also? Sam didn't suck his 
thumb till he was six." 


Jake smirked. "I fail to see the problem." 


Josh wasn't easily shockable. Lately he'd been calling a lot of deliberate attention to that area. However, the 


implication floored him. "Y-you mean.. you w-wanna.." he stuttered, 
"Sam seems to think l'm pretty good at it," asserted Jake. 
"Jesus Christ. How long's that been going on?" 


"Long enough. And don't get all sanctimonious about the thumb-sucking or I'll tell everyone you wet the bed 
till--" 


"You're an asshole!" 

"Well, Sam says my a--" 

"Oh my god, shut up!" 

Jake was enjoying his twin's horror too much to let up now. "You mean you don't wanna know how good this 
ass feels? | don't mind if you put your face in it but I'd rather." The gold lamé pants and Josh's hands cupped 


over his zipper did nothing to hide the fact that Josh had sprung a hard-on. "Yeah," Jake laughed, "that's what 
| thought. 


Fin. 


